CHAPTER XI
MADEMOISELLE C. C.
from Dresden I went to Austria, and found myself in
Vienna, for the first time in my life. I was short of money»
and had but one letter of recommendation, which was to the
illustrious Abbe Metastasio. I presented this letter the day
after my arrival. The poet struck me as being even more
erudite than his works had led me to imagine. He was so
modest that at first I almost thought his modesty assumed,
but I soon perceived it to be real, for when he recited some
of his productions he pointed out their beauties as simply as
he pointed out their defects. He repeated some stanzas he
had made on the death of his tutor Gravino, which have
never been published. When he had finished, his eyes were
full of tears, and he said with touching naivete: £Tell me
truly, is it possible to write better than that?'
I asked him if he wrote with ease, and he showed me five
or six pages full of corrections and erasures, containing In
all fourteen finished verses. He said he could never do more
than that in one day.
Vienna is a beautiful city: in my day, a rich city, and
people lived luxuriously, but the bigotry and narrow-minded-
ness of the empress made life difficult, especially for for-
eigners. A legion of vile spies, decorated with the high-
sounding title of 'Commissioners of Chastity/ overran the
place; for the sovereign, who lacked the sublime virtue of
tolerance, had taken the register of the seven deadly sins
into her own hand, and had decided that six of them could
be overlooked, but that the seventh was unforgivable. cOne
can,' said she, 'pardon pride, for it is nearly allied to dignity,
Avarice is frightful, but closely resembles economy. Angef
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